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Mian Ghhotani had been in Bombay, if Mr. Ahmed Haji Khatri
had not been laid up in bed, things would have taken a different
turn. But I do not wish to cry over spilt milk. I have introduced
Maulana Shaukat Ali in the matter to tell my Mussulman friends
that I shall shoulder the additional burden and that I expect them
not to misunderstand me. I consider their interest a special trust
which I shall not be consciously guilty of betraying. I expect too
friends unhesitatingly to tell me wherein I err, and I assure them
that I shall make the fullest confession if I am satisfied of my error.
Only I warn them betimes, that as I do nothing hastily and with-
out good grounds, they must not be surprised if I do not easily
admit errors. That it is necessary for me to pen this paragraph
shows that each has to write about or to the other with the great-
est delicacy. It is a torturing performance like walking on thin
ice. But we must take facts and things as they are and turn them
to the best account.

GOOD AND BAD

The reader will appreciate the statement that during these
four days I have been receiving accounts both good and bad.
Non-co-operators injured! Hindus and Mussulmans assaulting
Parsis! Parsis shooting them! Christians assaulting those wearing
khadi caps or dress! Hindus and Mussulmans assaulting Chris-
tians ! These bits of information are interspersed with the news
that Parsis are saving Hindus and Mussulmans from the other
Parsis, some Christians saving Hindus and Mussulmans, the latter
sheltering both, non-co-operators at great peril to their lives
seeking to bring about peace. It has never been my misfortune
to be torn between two powerful and conflicting emotions. And
then to guide friends in such a difficult situation, to send them to
enter the jaws of Death and yet for me to avoid death! It is the
fast that has been my outward staff and it is heart prayer that has^
been my inward strength. On the 17th I felt as if all my strength
had vanished. Why was I unable permanently to influence the
crowd? Where was the power of ahimsa in me? What was I
to do ? I could not, I would not, ask the aggrieved parties to seek
Government aid. We had no panchayats to deal out justice. There
was no one I could approach who could bring about peace. I
could not and would not organize a trained physical force party.
What relief could I give to the sufferers from mob violence ? If I
allowed myself to be torn to pieces by justly incensed Parsis or
Christians, I would only give rise to greater bloodshed. Whilst as
a soldier I must avoid no unavoidable risk, I must not recklessly